thing in it that we cannot understand, childie."
Then, without introduction or expectation, I discovered English literature.
Near our home a rag shop was opened, to the delight of all the children in the neighbourhood, who loved to watch the rag-men sort out the brilliant pieces of cloth and silk and gilt braid gathered from tailor shops and dressmaking establishments all over the city. I could not sate my eyes upon the heaped brilliance of the piles of cuttings, each heap lying like a colourful jewel on the dusty wooden floor.
jThe proprietor, Mr. Rosen, would say to me, while he read with father at our table, " Go to the shop, and take something pretty, little one." Fortified by his invitation I
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